that GW was focused on retention and tried several experiments in making first-year students feel at home. We huddled together on sofas and soft chairs. Many students cried, some with great wailing sobs, others sitting still with tears slowly flowing down their faces. Their voices, however, were uniformly angry. They wanted to know what was wrong with a university that would demand they leave their dormitories to gather together after such a disaster. Why had the university forced them to become vulnerable in this way? One young woman told me loudly and repeatedly that her father was going to sue the university for putting her in danger and that he might add me to the lawsuit for holding my class as scheduled. We were, all of us, so afraid.
I let them talk openly for the first fifteen minutes of the class. I let them say hateful things and use horrible words. I let them cry and curse. I cried. And then, I asked them to tell me their stories. I started with the question, where were you when?
On 11 September, I was on my way to my first class of the morning when a student stopped me in the crosswalk, shouting that a plane had struck one of the towers of the World Trade Center. I don't think she meant to shout, she was just excited and a little scared. I smiled at her enthusiasm. I was teaching a media literacy course at 9 a.m. on this morning, and this was news. I would reshape the class based on breaking news. Because of the topic of the course, we had televisions in the classroom. We turned them on. Students in my seminar had different variations of this story: they were in class, the library, study sessions, eating breakfast, still asleep, alone, and so on. Their narratives unfolded into how they got back to their dorm rooms, how long it took them to get a phone line out so they could reassure someone that they were okay, how they watched the Pentagon burn from the lounges on the top floor of their dorms, and how they were sure death would come for them, too. These young adults, already unsettled by being recently cast into the unfamiliar waters of university life, had seen terror across the river and felt it creep into their lives. They needed to tell someone about it. The crying did not subside as one after another they told their stories, but the mood did shift palpably. Don't misunderstand me, nothing was fixed or solved by holding the seminar -we were still broken by the events of 9/11 -but we were made better in some small way for having sat as a group and exchanged our overlapping experiences.
In my doctoral program there was no seminar on disaster pedagogy that covered how to teach during and after a crisis. I don't know if I taught my classes well on 12 September 2001. What I do know is that my students needed to come together and share their experiences and that they needed to do so in the direct aftermath of the disaster. In the midst of living through the panic of 9/11 and its immediate repercussions, my students needed to narrate their stories, find witnesses to them, and become witnesses to the narratives of others.
As lamentable as it is to think about disaster and tragedy reaching our own city, our school, our classroom, our students, and our selves, the landscape of the twenty-first century is plagued by frequent manifestations of terror and trauma. Despite our efforts to end violence, eradicate the circumstances that breed catastrophe, and eliminate prejudice and persecution of the other, these conditions exist. It is of no educational benefit to pretend that such crises are not part of our contemporary lives. Individual and communal suffering shapes our existence, both on and off campus. Likewise, fear of catastrophe is just as real and prevalent for many students as the experience itself: they are well aware of the fragilities of our situated realities. Our news media and other sources feed them countless narratives of supposedly harmonious balances being undermined in just one instant.
As a means of beginning to address this conundrum, I pose the question, how might we react and relate to the vulnerabilities that our students exist within while teaching about, in, and through precarity? I ask this question with the understanding that, as we teach in and about disaster, we are not -and cannot stand in place of -trained therapists. Rather, I offer this query as an acknowledgment that if we must teach under these circumstances (and we must), we are obligated to serve our students to the best of our abilities with conscientious and humane pedagogies that take into consideration our students' and our own anxieties over and experiences with crisis. Our classes do not exist in a vacuum, and as long as tragedy is inextricably intertwined into the realities under which we currently teach and learn, we have a responsibility to be prepared to address it in our learning communities.
While there certainly cannot be a single "correct" disaster pedagogydisaster and trauma are situationally and individually unique and should be treated as such -I propose that it is now necessary to begin thinking about how we might discuss and teach disaster, as both an imagined concept and a lived experience. This point is made more salient through an understanding that such pedagogical work may not be supported (or may even be undermined) by the policies of government offices that allegedly exist to provide for and protect the citizenry but may, in fact, have other motivations. My own experiences of teaching through disaster, outlined in this article, serve as but one example of a possible way forward.
On 20 September 2017, a category 5 hurricane battered Puerto Rico for over twenty-two hours. To this day the island remains shattered. Classes at the University of Puerto Rico at Mayagüez (UPRM), where I now teach, resumed on 30 October. 1 I had misgivings, but I knew based on my experiences at GW that one of the reasons that a university reopens after a national or natural disaster is to provide a sense of home -if not some modicum of normalcy -to the university community. Let me be clear, things on our island are not normal in the least, but the regularity of courses and the electricity, running water, and feeble Internet at the university provide some sense of safety and solidarity similar to what GW offered its students on 12 September.
When I restarted my classes at UPRM, I did so by employing the model of sharing narratives of disaster that I had used at GW in the week following 9/11, although the lesson was somewhat more refined.
2 I asked students in both of the courses that I was teaching to share in writing (primarily pen to paper) their Hurricane María narratives -both of the tempest and of its aftermath. I invited them to address the questions, how had they survived, and how do they continue to survive?
I should clarify that under this particular set of circumstances -María and her aftermath -we have not only the actual hurricane with which to contend but also the abject lack of US government support that leaves many of us (at the time of this writing, well over two months after the actual hurricane) without electricity, clean drinking water, food, and medical care. San Juan mayor Carmen Yulín Cruz has named this lack of tangible support for the approximate 3.5 million US citizens of Puerto Rico genocidal (Stein 2017). 3 She terms the US federal government's lack of response to Hurricane María genocidal, in part, because it is a disaster within a crisis.
The storm hit Puerto Rico in the midst of a crippling economic depression that had already created innumerable humanitarian needs. The US congressional Fiscal Control Board, established by the 2016 Puerto Rico Oversight, Management, and Economic Stability Act (PROMESA), has demanded that austerity measures be levied against the people so that investors may reap further dividends on questionable investments. These financial cuts are being made largely to infrastructure, medical care, social services, and education. In other words, we must contend with what has transpired during the hurricane itself and its surreal aftermath amid an unrelenting economic depression. In this disaster, I have learned that sometimes we don't survive all at once. We can surpass one tribulation only to face the next stage and the one after that and so on.
Considering the continued need for us to survive and survive again, I wanted my auto/biographical assignment to give students a place to slow down and narrate what they had endured thus far. One of my objectives with this exercise was to create a self-reflexive space that had most likely been denied to the students up to this point due to our need to keep in constant motion simply to survive. Procuring necessary supplies for oneself or one's family and friends is time-consuming work.
Students were also given the time to share parts of their narratives in class, as I wanted to provide the space to witness and be witnessed.
4 I explained that in this way we might be able to support one another by both listening and offering the solidarity of shared experiences. While there is certainly an ongoing verbal exchange of micronarratives and acts of witnessing among those of us who were on the island for María and continue to navigate her ruination, I wanted students to have the legitimizing response of a class assignment related to their storm narratives. Designating formal time for their life narratives in the classroom situates these narratives -and the students' lived experiences recorded in them -as having corresponding value to the other texts on our course syllabus. Additionally, I was aware that this narrative transaction could potentially demonstrate an important example of the validity and impact of the larger act of narrating a life while emphasizing the life in the narrative. In other words, if my students could observe the power of narrating their own lives, perhaps they could remain mindful of the life in the narrative as they read, thus becoming more empathetic critical readers. Engaging with a life narrative is different than reading other genres, as we must remember that there is always a life in the narrative.
While this assignment was crafted primarily as a more thought-out version of the lesson I improvised the day after 9/11, other factors influenced its design and implementation. Maria da Conceição Passeggi and the group of education theory scholars that she leads in Brazil, for example, have been using story circles and other means to craft auto/biographical narratives with children both to study their learning processes and to understand the potential role situated subjectivities play in facilitating those learning processes. One project, set in a hospital for the purpose of developing curricula for terminally ill children, suggests that students need spaces to situate their own experiential subjectivities within formal curricula to be able to engage successfully with the lessons and learning objectives of the course, which are overseen by government mandate. Based on their research conducted in this setting, Conceição Passeggi et al. (2017) propose that promoting auto/ biographical narratives that speak with and not for children -substituting the term students for children is appropriate in this instance -allows educators to form more relevant pedagogical practices.
Carving out the space on my syllabus for students to bring their disaster and postdisaster lived experiences into the classroom will radically alter the syllabus and our semester. However, if the students are afforded the opportunity to resituate themselves in the classroom space through the inclusion of their life stories, will they, as Conceição Passeggi et al. propose, be able to learn more effectively through the understanding that their out-ofclass life -and the limitations that it may currently present in terms of their roles as students -is recognized and respected within the class? And, if I am able to locate the lives in their narratives, might my pedagogy be able to adapt to this new situation in ways that will allow me to develop more appropriate methods of teaching during and after this disaster, especially in terms of the effects of trauma on our learning experiences and the ways in which our contextual frames of reference have been reformed?
This assignment was not my first incorporation of students' original narratives into pedagogical activities. The previous year, for example, at an annual festival designed to celebrate critical thinking in the first-year general education English classroom, I included a board for six-word memoirs to which any attendee could add their micronarrative. This board was inspired by countless similar projects -pedagogical and otherwise -especially the PostSecret website and the subsequent books crafted out of the collected postcards that reveal anonymous strangers' most intimate secrets. The high number of students who participated in this project and the extremely personal nature of their mini-memoirs indicated that they were eagerly searching for spaces to voice their narratives (no matter how short) and to publicly share them in a request for witnessing, even though they were anonymous. The gritty, energetic power of the assembled contributions of micronarratives on our board stayed with me -as well as the recognition of this need to share and be made visible -and I had been looking for a way to integrate such an activity into my classes for the purpose of localizing students within the mesh of required texts.
Recollections of the role the six-word memoirs played for my students as a means of voicing their secret or invisible lives, and the power of seeing all of the multicolored Post-its with their words displayed together publicly, have become intertwined with frequent contemplations of Svetlana Alexievich's 2015 Nobel Prize awarded "for her polyphonic writings, a monument to suffering and courage in our time" (Nobel Media AB 2015) . Not only has my understanding of authorship and agency been impacted by the construction of her Voices from Chernobyl: The Oral History of a Nuclear Disaster (2006) , but I also recognize the ways in which these collected narratives carry a resonance that one single witnessing perspective would not be able to construct. In this text, the sheer magnitude of the disaster is explicated by individual voices joining together to tell a multifaceted story that is both composed of and larger than these singular experiences: the personal is inextricably intertwined with the communal in this gathering of life narratives, and vice versa. In addition to fostering a resituating of both the student and the faculty self, then, my Hurricane María lesson facilitates the participation in and appreciation of the collective power of a multivoiced narrative. I want my students to comprehend that, while each life story is unique and personal, there are places that overlap and generate sites of connectivity. That intersection can create a more nuanced and complete historical record and, further, may be positioned as a source of empowerment in the face of massive devastation.
The sharing of these hurricane narratives in class, while voluntary, also led to an opportunity to witness and be witnessed. At recent conferences in auto/biography studies, two emergent discussions on the intricacies of witnessing further shaped this assignment. At the 2016 International Auto/ Biography Association Conference, "Excavating Lives," the conversation addressed the Syrian refugee crisis and our ethical responsibilities as scholars of auto/biographical narratives to the life in the narrative. A graphic panel at the beginning of chapter 2 of Art Spiegelman's Maus II: A Survivor's Tale: And Here My Troubles Began (1996) helps me visualize this conundrum. The frame at the bottom of the page depicts the cartoonist working at his desk while wearing a mouse mask. The desk rests upon a mound of naked and broken bodies that -if we have read the first installment of this graphic auto/ biography -we recognize as a representation of Jewish peoples interred in a Nazi concentration camp. In this drawing, Spiegelman portrays his conflicted response to the notoriety he has reaped from his Holocaust narrative. This page illustrates an ethical struggle for the scholar of auto/biographical narratives: What is (or should be) the role of the reading witness? How are we beholden to act off the page if our professional interests are based on the study of lives in narration, especially when the lives in question are in crisis? Do we, in fact, incur obligations to the lives in the narratives? There are no clear or easy answers to these questions, but one of my objectives with this assignment was to acknowledge my responsibilities to my students and their shared stories within this situation, our symbiotic relationships of witnessing, and the larger possibilities to act as reading witnesses to lives in narration.
At the 2017 International Auto/Biography Association Americas Conference, "Lives Outside the Lines: Gender and Genre in the Americas," we extended the trajectory of the discourse on reading witnesses by pulling at the thread of the scholar in the scholarship. It should be obvious that researchers follow lines of inquiry that are pertinent to them; however, there often seems to be a particular urgency regarding the topic an auto/biography studies scholar selects. An especially powerful presentation delivered by Jeanne Perreault (2017) at the start of the second day of this conference prompted many of us to turn our attention to the life of the scholar and begin to interrogate what position her own narrative might occupy within her scholarship. What could happen when we acknowledge that the person behind the curtain has a vested interest in the study?
It must be apparent by now that I have a clear and obvious stake in this lesson and in the resultant article. I have survived and continue to survive María alongside my students. The line between in-class and out-of-class relationships diminishes when we go through a disaster together. Alexievich wrote that she "used to travel among other people's suffering, but [in Chernobyl] I'm just as much a witness as the others. My life is part of this event. I live here with all of this " (2006: 235) . It is important to recognize that the instructor may also be a survivor of and witness to said disaster. With this realization, I concede that as much as I want readers to contemplate disaster pedagogy and the potential role of auto/biographical narratives within it, I also want the opportunity to share, be heard, and beg witness for my own experiences, in addition to those of my students. In other words, teachers in these situations may be as traumatized and needful of voice and witness as their students. The lesson of what I call the ugly auto/biography becomes more nuanced and multifaceted in this light, as teacher and students alike are positioned as partners in the disaster, its aftermath, and the assignment.
Why Ugly? A Confession I must confess that I am sharing with some hesitation my observations and lessons and the students' subsequent narratives; I am fearful that it's too soon to write any narrative at all about the devastation of Hurricane María in Puerto Rico. As a scholar of auto/biographical narratives, I wonder if we should wait until the disaster and its unrelenting aftermath are over, until we have time to reflect from a place of safety on the destruction in which we now live.
I am also reluctant to commit any piece of this story to paper, as it is not the ubiquitous overcoming narrative for which US life stories are renowned. Nothing has been overcome at this moment. I am certainly not overcoming: I am no Adamic figure. I grow fretful in the hours between sunset and 7 p.m. when my building's generator switches on. I wander frenetically around the house in those hours feeling powerless, ineffectual. One night my husband and I came home from school and the solar lights were all out -there hadn't been enough sunshine that day to charge them. I cried at the darkness. I whine over my nightly chore of heating up packets of food on the camp stove, bemoaning the loss of culinary treats. I am anxious in the car as we drive to campus on streets with no traffic lights, stiffening and clutching the armrest as we pull through unregulated intersections. Elegance and grace depart in the aftermath of hurricanes.
I also want to keep some secrets, hold some things private. I know some of the readers of this journal from conferences, publications, and other collaborations. I am reluctant to share the story of how we spent twenty-two hours hunkered down in our small front hall -two sets of concrete walls on either side -as a category 5 hurricane pounded our home. I don't want you to have the picture of us waiting for the winds to slow for a few minutes so that we could run out and mop the water inching toward our hallway sanctuary, the only place that stayed fully dry during the torrent.
6 I loathe to admit that, in the aftermath of the hurricane, we did not have a flushing toilet for fifteen days. I am disinclined to confess that, after sitting in the sun for six hours to use a satellite phone, when it was my three-minute turn to talk, I burst into tears upon hearing my mother's voice. We're okay, I managed to gasp out between sobs, we're okay. The fifty or so people in line behind me were kind enough to look away, ignoring my display.
I want to protect myself and my students. I'm not sure that I want you to see us this vulnerable. I think I'd rather sit in the dark and mull things over, wait until I have more answers, an understanding of how we now live. Nothing has been overcome, so there is no distance between me and these stories. I can't add a humorous bent to them, yet. I can't figure out how to situate myself as one who has overcome, a hero of the storm. What I have now is ugly.
7 If I don't share my ugliness, though, will my students feel brave enough to share their own? And they need to know that someone, somewhere, is listening.
My greater concern, though -even larger than the nerve-wracking anxieties over sharing unrefined, fast narratives -is that if we don't write now, we won't remember how to feel this furious, helpless, lost, confused, scared, and motivated by the ways in which we are suffering and the way in which that suffering is being ignored. I'm afraid that needless loss of life from weeks upon weeks without electricity and clean water and safe shelter will one day feel smaller than it does today, that the nightmares will become less real after we eventually get our lights back on and the monsters recede into the darkness, as they are wont to do. And, as we are called upon to teach through disaster, we need to (somehow) share what we are doing pedagogically as it unfolds: there is no recapturing this intensity. 8 Within this context, ugliness, then, is not meant to enter into a binary opposition that connotes something that is worth less than that which is beautiful. Rather, the ugly auto/biography signifies the unrefined, a narrative that has not had the luxury of time and introspection, one that is raw and of the moment, one produced in the midst of an ongoing situation. I have not asked my students to revise their narratives. What they shared with me are their impressions on the go. Works were written between acts of procuring clean drinking water or helping parents, grandparents, friends, and strangers; they were completed on friends' sofas that now serve as beds or in the line at the food bank; or they were simply crafted from a place of shock as the reality of what we have lived through and how we live now becomes too tangible.
There is something rare and fine about this quickness, too; these narratives forged in the immediacy of surviving offer an urgency that could not be replicated in hindsight. Several scholars are producing exceptional work on the study of refugee narratives as fostered by smart phones, social media, and the digital realm, suggesting the need to locate lives in motion. The need for the refugee to map the self and demonstrate situatedness to an other is paramount in these analyses (see, e.g., Hornung 2017; Lenart-Cheng 2017). In our case, however, much of the island is still without electricity and Internet service, making it challenging to take advantage of what the Web 2.0 world offers in terms of access. The narratives my students have written for class -with pen on notebook paper in many instances -share some of this insistence, and perhaps the lack of distance from the crisis offers different insights, rawer. In this moment we are ugly, and that is a truth in and of itself.
My articulation of the need for an ugly auto/biography in our disaster pedagogies comes from several intertwined threads. Experientially, I have noted that students during and after disaster need safe spaces to explore their immediate reactions to the situation. I have also observed that moving forward pedagogically after a disaster is facilitated by the direct in-class attention to students' lived experiences, a maneuver that places them alongside the other materials on the course syllabus. Privileging these life narratives in the course curriculum also fosters individual agency, as well as deeper understandings of the role of the life in the narrative, while exploring the interplay between individual and shared experiences with the potential out-come of creating powerful interrelated, polyphonic narratives. This reading strategy further correlates with the notion of the reader of auto/biographical narratives being situated as a reading witness who may be moved to action by recognizing and coming to engage with, on some level, the life in the narrative. Incorporating auto/biographical narratives in the postdisaster curriculum ultimately resituates students and faculty members within the course and holds the potential to strengthen and adapt the course materials to new, problematic, and oftentimes overwhelming situations.
What We Lived
This lesson worked in much the way I had envisioned. Students reported that they had not had the time to reflect directly upon the hurricane and its aftermath and that this exercise was the primary space that had been afforded to them. There were tears in our class -it would be impossible for there not to be -and there was great comfort offered through both kindnesses and the realization of shared experiences. There was solace in being heard and in finding witnesses.
The following are excerpts from my students' narratives that were turned in under the posthurricane auto/biographical narrative assignment.
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I have chosen to present them in a list format rather than integrating them into the text in order to create the aforementioned polyphonic narrative. It is my intent that by structuring these excerpts as a wall of narratives I have -to some extent -given readers a sense of the intensity of the classroom space after Hurricane María as well as exemplified some of the circumstances interwoven into our learning community that impact both students and faculty members when they return to school after the disaster.
Let me emphasize again that these are raw narratives in the sense that they are wholly unrevised. During this project, I have often thought about Lynn Z. Bloom's excellent advice that "revision is the heart of good writing" and her well-taken argument that undergraduate students should be taught to revise their auto/biographical writing with the same diligence that they would apply to any other academic or creative text (2017: 81 -82). Under typical circumstances, students writing memoirs or other forms of creative nonfiction in my courses adhere to these guidelines and revise with rigor. Disaster pedagogy, however, supersedes typical learning spaces and addresses atypical student needs. The urgency and rawness of these narratives, then, are at the heart of their purpose in revoicing as a means of resituating student agency. Presenting untouched student voices as an uninterrupted wall of text functions as a textual simulation of the sensory experience of the intensity of a postdisaster classroom. While there are not enough words to express what the experience of teaching in and through disaster is -what students and faculty writing from a place of precarity means -I hope the presenting the narratives in this way offers some insight.
Gabriela P. Segarra Santana: First of all, I hope you and your loved ones are okay after this devastating hurricane. My thoughts and prayers are to you. I had an unforgettable experience. . . . In my aunt's house were about twenty relatives staying throughout the hurricane, because, like my family, [they] thought it was the safest place to be. . . . At about 11:30 p.m., we had to take refuge in one of the bedrooms because the windows of the family room were leaking water even with the hurricane shutters. Even though we were really scared, some of us fell asleep (like me), but after half an hour we were woken up by the crashing sounds of the hurricane shutters breaking and flying, causing the windows to break and all the wind and rain to enter directly into the house. We could hear things breaking and objects entering and hitting everything that was in their way, it was horrible! After a while of that, the main door could not resist the winds and shattered as well, we were all petrified and desperately praying for the hurricane to pass. It went on like that for the following nine to ten agonizing hours. After the winds started to settle, we walked out of the bedroom to see the damage done in the living and dining area, and, let me tell you, it was the worst thing I have ever seen in my life. Everything was completely soaked, all the furniture was ruined, the floor was covered with water and leaves and shattered crystals [window glass]. We spent the following days throwing away most of the stuff.
Ricardo J. Maldonado O'Ferrall:
Hurricane María has hit everyone hard, regardless of social class, income, political views, or race. . . . It was like a wolf blowing down everything in its way. Those with wooden houses lost them and are living in shelters until the situation can be sorted out. Those that lived [in] places that were prone to flooding lost almost everything in their houses as well. People that lived a farmer's life got hit the hardest. A lot of animals drowned, and a lot of the soil got ruined.
Gabriel I. Zapata Martínez:
No one was unaffected by this catastrophe. We all had different struggles, some lost stuff like their trees or cars, these were the most fortunate, others were not as lucky as they went on to lose their homes or families. . . . I remember me, my mom, my grandma, and my little brother . . . cowering in our living room. My grandmother kept praying, rocking back and forth, holding her cross close to her so God would spare us from this. . . . I look out the window, I see a roof flying in one direction and a palm tree in the other. I thought to myself . . . this type of shit only happens in movies.
Yoshimarie Méndez Cancel: What I remember most was sitting on the sofa and watching through my window as my grandmother's roof lifted up and went flying off. The quivering scream I let out as I ran to see if what my eyes were seeing was truly happening, is what comes to mind. My mother's horror as she saw her childhood home being destroyed and later the tears on my grandma's face are memories burned in my brain. . . . We need to be better prepared, more appreciative of the people that surround us and not of material things.
Angélica Avilés: María wasn't just a hurricane, she was a monster. The sound of the wind, thunder, and rain was haunting. She took everything from most of us. . . . I was able to talk to many people from my hometown who were actually prepared, but still lost everything. It was heartbreaking how some people arrived [at the town shelter] with what they had left. An old shirt, Jeans, a pair of sneakers, and nothing else but tears in their eyes.
Arangeli Cardona Milett:
We got more than four feet of water inside our home. At my godmother's, they got eleven feet of water. We began to clean up, although we do not have [running] water. My aunt cried too much that day. Thanks to God we were so prepared with [drinking] water and food that we could help our neighbors. . . . Although my aunt and I keep cleaning the house, and we do not even have a bed to sleep, we have faith that the situation is going to change. Edwin M. Lafontaine Perez: All of my doors broke, and the hurricane basically went inside my house in Humacao. Luckily, we have a second floor of the house, so we stayed up there, but water was entering through all of the windows upstairs so there was no escaping María's constant fury. After most of the storm had gone by, my neighbors and I went outside and unclogged trees out of the [drainage] systems in the streets because the whole street was getting flooded. . . . That was still not enough to provide a clear enough road to cross, but at least we tried.
José "Chepo" Fuentes Bonilla:
Having survived such an immense catastrophe brought by Hurricane María, I see now that . . . surviving its winds is not the worst part, but what comes next. Let me note that I'm not implying its passing is easy to endure, since it was pretty much of a nightmare, if I may say. . . . Living between seven houses all lined up, mine being the middle one, which are all property of my uncles, I had plenty of places to stay during the hurricane. . . . Me and my family decided we could stay in one of the seven houses [with all of the other family members]. . . . I looked out the window and saw as one of my uncle's houses . . . was stripped of its roof as early as 9:00 a.m. After that horrible start, there were around twenty more hours of María still to come . . . but then it stopped, and the true nightmare started. Two of the seven houses were no more.
Jonathan A. Príncipe Cartagena:
The day after the storm, that first glimpse you got of how bad the situation actually was, was something unreal. My town looked like a nuclear fallout, absolutely no leaves on any tree, sides of mountains were completely trimmed like a giant lawnmower had cut them. Daniela J. Rivera Cedeño: For the next forty-two days [after the hurricane], my family's whole lifestyle changed and for the first time we understood the struggles my grandparents and great grandparents faced when they were younger. My brothers and I woke up every morning turning the radio on in the hopes that the local radio station had news about the situation of the island and at the same time if we could hear about the rest of our family. . . . We were desperate, but we would not give up for the hope we had that things would get better was much larger than any thought of hunger, sorrow, or worry we had. . . . I saw my dad three days later and my grandmother a week from that. All covered in mud up to their knees, sweaty and thirsty, but with happy tears in their eyes as they saw that my brothers and I were alright. At that moment, I truly admired them, for they had walked two hours up a mountain and across [a] town to get to us.
Joshua Cruz Cintrón:
Hurricane María did not take away my house, but it nearly destroyed my home. . . . After the third day, when the road was clear, dad and I hit the road to visit his restaurant. The town was destroyed, my neighborhood was destroyed, but what remained of the coast of Punta Santiago was devastating. The once beautiful shores, crowded with gigantic palm trees, had turned into a palm graveyard. The restaurant's roof had been blown away completely, the tide had risen and swept the floor and walls up to three feet. . . . For days, we woke up first thing in the morning to go work on the restaurant. For dad, fixing the house was a secondary priority. My room was flooding, no matter how many times I mopped the water, and with it [the flood waters and] stink came back.
Myrangely Mendez Gonzalez:
My parents are the owners of a cafeteria in town called El Café de Tite. We wanted to check if it was okay. When we arrived, we were surprised to see that my uncle, aunt, grandparents, and cousins, who also work there, had opened it even though we weren't there. We started to work beside them immediately. For the next weeks, it was work and more work. We had to deal with very rude people, who I suppose were in desperation. . . . There were days where my only job was fold empanadilla after empanadilla. The sales were crazy. The people were taking anything and everything we had to offer. All I can say is that God was and is still good to me and my family.
Laura Sierra: Two trees had fallen [over the road] and there was no way out because of landslides. We spent five days in the house because we could not go out anywhere. We were running out of gas and water. We did not buy much water because . . . we had a water system below the ground, we never thought we were going to need it as much as other people. To our surprise, a tree fell, and its roots came out of the ground and broke the water tubes.
Gabriela Pi F.: After María, drinking water was almost impossible to find and the tap water was not potable. At times, my family and I would run out of water. We were not really sure what to do; in the end, we would boil tap water and drink that.
NSC:
The hardest part of post-María for me and my family was the stress caused by the food and water shortage. My parents didn't prepare well. They said it will be fine, that the news always exaggerates things. Lucky them, I went with my elevenyear-old brother to Sam's, different [grocery stores], and filled more than eight big plastic boxes with water. If we hadn't done that, we would had suffer[ed] big time. I remember going to the supermarket a week [after] María passed because I wanted to make sure we had enough food and drinkable water. What I saw in those markets wasn't peaceful. I felt like we were in those books that talked about the war. The supermarkets barely had food [and] kilometric lines everywhere.
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Francisco J. Cebollero: The thing that hurt me the most was looking at [my] parents, who struggled to gather food and water, straight in their eyes, knowing that I could not do anything for them.
Adriel Ríos Nieves: I kind of went into full survivalist mode and tried to manage everything so that it could last to its fullest. Managing every little thing also meant that I had to make the gas trip and the water trip as well, 11 since my father is considered a first responder he was out doing his job and we couldn't leave the house unattended because they were trying to rob some neighbors (as if the hurricane wasn't enough).
Judit Trinidad Rivera: At home, mom had several panic attacks, which is normal because she always "collapses" if she doesn't feel in control of the situation. Deborah [my sister] and I remained calm except for two days that we only had three bottles of water left to drink. Those were the most maddening days of my life. We didn't know anything from our dad until two weeks later. He came walking to our house to say he was okay. He couldn't get out of his house . . . because the dairy farm's oxidation pond overflowed, and all the houses were surrounded by contaminated water.
Alejandra Rodríguez Martínez:
Everything that my mom and I worked so hard to get, it was gone. We couldn't leave our house because one of the biggest trees, a mango tree, had blocked our way out. . . . My mom and I spent days looking for water, food, and gas, but the major problem was that there wasn't any. . . . The saddest thing in the world is to see our neighbors digging graves in their backyards because relatives had passed away due to the lack of medical attention in Aguadilla, since the only hospital had to be shut down. It was truly a time of need for Puerto Rico.
Cristina Rivera: My family split. My dad always dreamed of moving to the States. After seeing report after report of the wreckage and the loss throughout the island, he decided enough is enough, "que esto no mejora." My mother ended up going, and she took my little brother so that he could go to school over there. My grandparents on both sides also ended up in the States for lack of medical care here. I grew up with a family of two parents and two siblings. All of my grandparents were a five-minute drive away. That family gave me invaluable, constant support. . . . But right now, it's down to me and my dad, so the house always feels quiet.
Joyce Acevedo Cabrera: By the end of María, I was exhausted, drenched, and very depressed. The damages were immense, the people's hope had dulled and then began the real crisis. No gasoline, no power, no food, no way of communicating. I spent a whole month battling it out with other Puerto Ricans in the same exact position as me. I believe I have become jaded and have lost most of the hope I had for PR to return to normal. By October 20th, I had already fled the island in search of a better lifestyle than the one my family and I were dealing with. [However] I had to come back down to PR to finish the semester. Therefore, what I am dealing with at the very moment is the crisis in PR all by myself. I have no power, very little water, no food, and, to top it off, María was the cause of losing my job.
SIMDV:
The day before the hurricane, I got out of an eight-day visit to the hospital. It was hard to leave the hospital and then survive a hurricane. You are expected to rest after you get out of a hospital, but I have not had the chance. It was not any hospital. It was a psychiatric hospital. I was diagnosed with bipolar disorder and was given many pills to be able to control it. However, it has been hard since I have the depressive episodes every two or three days. It is hard to get out of bed. It is hard to do the things that I enjoy.
Luis B. Cintrón Roche:
In my hometown of Hormigueros, I have been part of a small group that has been helping almost from the beginning of the emergency. We have been helping the mayor of the town to give out food and water to everyone in the city. I have been almost thirty consecutive days helping all day long. Thanks to these experiences, I have met a lot of great people and I can be proud that when people needed it the most, I was there to help. . . . This experience has been hard for many people and it has been a difficult thing to watch people suffer because of no water, food, or the loss of their homes. We have to remember that we are all one human race and that when one person needs and we have the ability to help, we must. This experience has definitely helped me be thankful for what I have. I hope we all grow after this and be better prepared.
No Conclusions
I have no clear conclusions to offer because disaster is too chaotic to draw any stable or finite deductions. What I do know is that on 20 September a cate-gory 5 hurricane devastated Puerto Rico and revealed a system of colonialism that has been just as detrimental to the people as the natural disaster itself. The care that the 3.5 million US citizens of Puerto Rico did not receive in the wake of the hurricane is a reflection and continuation of the lack of care in the months leading up to the squall. Hurricane María is a disaster within a crisis: a natural disaster that struck us in the midst of an economic depression. The official slogan now decorating billboards, signs, and T-shirts is "Puerto Rico Se Levanta." But Puerto Rico will rise only with the youth, our students. As they go, so do we all. And, if los jovenes will be the ones to rise up and lead us forward, how are we preparing them to do so? Our university's budget was already scheduled to be cut in half next year prior to the storm and the further problems it triggered. How will we levantamos by starving students' minds?
And our students are being greatly impacted by being treated like second-class citizens. In several of my students' narratives, for instance, I see appearances of an internalized colonial rhetoric propagated by a man who names himself president, lobs paper towels at victims, and compares disaster to disaster: finding us wanting, lesser, worth less. 12 In their narratives, the students repeat that they -Puerto Rico -should have been better prepared, should have done more to prevent this calamity. I have asked countless times, by a show of hands, who controls the weather? No student ever raises a hand to admit to having such powers, but many still feel as though there was something that they could have done to ward off the storm. The victims are accepting blame for being victimized by the storm, the government, and the corporations that pollute our waters and environs, thereby creating the perfect conditions for category 5 hurricanes.
Additionally, their reflections demonstrate that the students define self through relationality and intersubjectivity. Their disaster narratives -in which I specifically directed them to delineate how they had survived and were continuing to survive -frequently reference parents and siblings but then diffuse out to other family members, friends, neighbors, and, in some cases, strangers who now, in some ways, may be categorized as family members. These narratives of self often shift into an account of the micro-or macrocommunity without an indication that the subject is aware of this slippage. Bart Moore-Gilbert (2009) suggests that there may be an emphasized understanding of the self as communal within postcolonial or colonized communities. Interesting within the context of this article is his proposal that some postcolonial life writers construct in-group identities based on interpretations of the nation as community. I would venture to say that my students' impetus toward building communal identities in this set of narratives lies within both the colonial contexts of Puerto Rico and those of the disaster positioned within an already entrenched economic crisis.
It vexes me to turn a critical eye to these narratives and begin dissecting them like a good narratologist and pedagogue -at this embryonic stage of analysis, dissection feels more like vivisection. But the clear patterns revealed even at this early phase hold important insights for the formulation of disaster pedagogies. What is revealed about the ways in which my students construct their identities by even the most preliminary analyses of these María narratives? The answer seems to lie somewhere in the present stage of US colonialism that followed Spanish colonialism, which followed Christopher Columbus and his wake of genocide in the Caribbean. Hurricane María followed Hurricane Irma. Both hurricanes followed a massive multicampus strike that was a reaction to the PROMESA board's proposed austerity measures that undermine public education, public health, and the personal welfare of the 3.5 million US citizens of Puerto Rico.
So, which of these problems is the answer to why my students expressed feelings of responsibility for the storm and emphasized relationality in their identity constructions? I would venture that it is a muddled combination of the aforementioned contexts; however, what stands out is that there are layers of disempowerment in each of these occurrences and that the undermining of agency is what I am interested in within this tangle. I cannot unravel this knot that took hundreds of years to tie, but what I can do is reiterate that trauma is interlaced in every step of this entanglement: the direct and indirect effects of colonialism, including PROMESA, and the contemporary natural disasters underscored by the greed of oil barons. In other words, disasters of this magnitude and the fallout from them transpire within a network of complicated, interwoven actions and occurrences. To teach our students through and about catastrophe, then, we cannot ignore the frameworks that surround such tragedies.
This recognition stresses that, if I am to succeed in building pedagogical approaches to support my students in this time of crisis and foster some sort of progress toward the learning objectives of the semester, I must attend to the cultural and sociopolitical contexts of this disaster, as well as the material and psychological ramifications of the hurricane and her aftermath. Teaching through disaster, then, means opening the door to interrogations of the frameworks of disaster as much as to the catastrophe itself. There are significant reasons that Puerto Rico did not receive (and largely has not received) emergency relief supplies and other forms of support, none of which have anything to do with my students on an individual level and everything to do with them on a communal level. The lack of relief for this crisis translates into a federal-level rejection of their inclusion in US national-identity constructions. For us to move forward in any manner, students must be made aware of those circumstances and contemplate how they have been positioned outside of these national narratives that equate citizenship and the ways in which their individual and community identities are enmeshed in the levels of care they receive from the federal government. The ugly auto/biography, then, offers both immediate and long-term pedagogical benefits as these narratives function as platforms that lead into discussions of the contextual frameworks of the lived experiences of disaster.
In my own lived experience, almost three months have dragged by since Hurricane María struck us, and we still do not have electricity. When I ride through my neighborhood, pole after pole has been splintered by the storm and driven to the ground, where they still lay dead in a tangle of wires and ceramic insulators. Having power seems like the vague dream of an unsubstantiated future. At UPRM we are still feeding over 1,100 students every single day through our on-campus food pantry, Come Colegial. These are students whose parents and grandparents have lost roofs, houses, livestock, livelihoods, and futures. And in communities in the interior of the island, conditions are so bad that people are drinking poisonous or bacterialaden water and have not received medical attention since the storm, and babies are allotted one diaper per day.
We -students, faculty, friends, strangers -still cry in each other's arms. Last week, my husband and I delivered donated organic seeds to a farm in Cabo Rojo that had been broken by the storm. The young woman working there, a student married to a student, wept freely as I held her in my arms while my husband patted her shoulders. We lost our roof, she said. We lost our bed, our sofa, our memories. But, she continued, we're wondering if we can adopt a baby that we found, abandoned. Maybe we have enough for him. This is our life. We struggle each day to help others, to take care of our selves, and fix what is broken, all while teaching and trying to foster learning. This is what it means to do our jobs as teachers and human beings in the midst of crisis.
Honestly, I don't know how well I am teaching my classes since we recommenced the semester. I, too, am distraught and often feel as though I am walking numbly through the shock of our current existence. What I do know is that, in the face of such disasters, we must be present and active for our students. Often times we must act quickly while we ourselves are suffering. For me, this notion of the ugly auto/biography addressed these directives.
The exercise of the ugly auto/biography helps students reenvision themselves as citizens (and humans) after disaster and its partnering trauma by repositioning them as agents in their life stories. What I name ugly auto/biographies are really bridges forward to a new self (a tentative reconciling of the pre-and postdisaster self ) that may very well allow us to continue, in different ways, teaching and learning. Therefore, the ugly auto/biography holds the potential to resituate students and instructors following a disaster, promote a literacy steeped in critical thinking and ethical readership, and teach meaningful lessons regarding the historic and sociopolitical contexts of our lives and stories.
It is unfortunate to realize that we need deliberate disaster pedagogies -ways to support our students through trauma and in times of crisis -but the reality of the twenty-first century is that mass shootings, domestic and international terrorist attacks, climatological catastrophes, and refugee crises, among other events, are shockingly frequent occurrences. We cannot go back to the business of learning until we resituate ourselves into the classroom space, and within ourselves, following a disaster. In my case, we are now shaped by the loss -tangible and intangible -propagated by Hurricane María and the US government's reaction (or lack thereof ) to what she has wrought. Puerto Rico is now different. We are now different, and our "ugly" auto/biographies help us reconceptualize ourselves and our stories in new ways so that we can continue with our lives both in and outside of the classroom.
Notes
My students are kind and brave young people who helped others to the best of their abilities without hesitation or question. I am grateful to them for sitting with me, telling me their stories, and allowing me to share them in this way. I am lucky to teach and be taught by them. If you would like to contribute goods or funds to the local efforts at recovery, please contact me at ricia.chansky@upr.edu. Thank you to Eric D. Lamore (always) and Jocelyn Stitt for reading and responding to this article, and to Marci Denesiuk, Ingrid Goff-Maidoff, and Lynda and Michael Martone for their encouragement. 1. In the fall semester 2017, I taught both anglophone Caribbean literatures and an honors-level English course designed for first-year students. Students in both classes were studying Caribbean auto/biographical narratives and auto/biographical short stories prior to 20 September. 2. I had not necessarily been preparing a pedagogical approach for the next disaster, but I did have several years to try to parse out the events of 11 and 12 September. In hindsight, I have tried to piece together what exactly had happened after I dismissed my 9 a.m. media class on 9/11 and think through what I did in the seminar the next day. After Hurricane María, it was surprising to realize just how much I had thought through that first-year class meeting at GW on 12 September; of course, it has been unsettling to realize that I would need to utilize disaster pedagogy a second time. 3. Yulín Cruz closes her letter to the president by stating that "WITHOUT ROBUST and CONSISTENT HELP, WE WILL DIE" (qtd. in Stein 2017) . I have yet to see any robust or consistent help from external sources. 4. Discussing her approach to teaching trauma narratives, Leigh Gilmore clarifies that she "want[s] to neither prohibit nor to require [student] testimony" in the classroom (2008: 369) . This statement informs my approach to any discursive classroom space in which we discuss auto/biographical narratives. In this lesson, I was careful to emphasize that the class was ready to listen to any speaker but that it was not necessary to share the narratives orally. 5. As both classes were studying Caribbean literatures prior to the storm, I also invited students to think about how their experiences with Hurricane María helped them understand the narratives we were analyzing and if there were any connections to be made between their own experiences and the texts we were reading about before the natural disaster struck. The students offered multiple insights connecting their lived experiences and the literatures we had studied a month earlier. I explore these connections in Chansky et al. 2018. 6 . The house itself stood up to the hurricane proudly; however, 150 mile per hour wind will force water through every small space it can find. In the last stages of this hurricane, María picked up the ocean and threw it at us. Despite our panic at this last turn of the winds, all doors and window held and stayed in place. The cracks and crevices around doors and windows let in two to four inches of seawater across all the floors on both levels, except the front hallway. As of ten weeks post-María, some neighbors are still scraping sand off their walls. 7. I no longer have Internet at home and only limited access at school. Torrential rain took many of my own books. Our university library is closed until further notice due to flood and storm damage, a wrecked roof, and the dreaded black mold contaminating the books on the shelves. Granted, it was already in trouble due to damages sustained during the huelga (the massive multi-campus strike protesting PROMESA's austerity measures) and Hurricane Irma, for which there was a dearth of funds for repairs. Hurricane María seems to have sealed the doors on a more permanent level, though. Database subscriptions had already been reduced dramatically due to the fiscal crisis. I am now a researcher without access to research, and I teach research skills to students who are also without access to resources: another aspect of our posthurricane ugliness. 8. I am writing this article by candlelight in the semidarkness, without Internet, on a laptop with a tenuous charge -the generator will only power one small light and a minifridge, and it's too precious of a resource to test. 9. These excerpts have been used in this article with the students' written consent and reviewed by each author prior to publication. When necessary, I have inserted explanatory words signified by brackets or annotated the text and occasionally done very light copy editing for clarity -with permission. In some circumstances, the students preferred to be listed by their initials rather than full names. Please note that all students who reported unsafe material conditions and psychological needs in these narratives were assisted before work on this article began. 10. As there was no electricity, grocery stores and other businesses that were open made sales only to those who had cash. Because there were no lights or sensors active in the stores, customers had to line up outside for hours and were let in a few at a time. On 26 September, for example, my bank allowed the first twenty people in line with proof they had an active checking account at that branch to withdraw fifty dollars each. They did this with pen and paper withdrawal slips and handwritten records. 11. I observed lines to purchase gasoline that lasted more than thirty-two hours.
Additionally, many towns eventually offered clean drinking water to people who brought their own buckets. Our wait for clean water in the town of Rincón lasted between four and six hours each day that we went to collect it. 12. In a speech delivered in San Juan on 3 October, the US president told Puerto Ricans that "every death is a horror . . . but if you look at a real catastrophe like Katrina, and you look at the tremendous -hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of people that died [there] , and you look at what happened here [in Puerto Rico]" (BBC 2017).
